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Author's Notes: 
Some fluffy, cheesy smut cause | wrote this ages ago and just tonight realized | hadn't posted it. Enjoy! 


"Ye ‘ave ta be kiddin’ me," Steve scoffed, his cheeks flaring red as he glanced at the other man standing buck 
naked in the doorway of the fancy but tiny hotel suite bathroom. 


"Why does it matter? It's a big tub, we've seen each other naked before, shouldn't be a big deal," the singer 
shrugged, always shameless and difficult to bother. 


Steve pinched his lips together, hesitant to get out of his underwear now that he had a companion Sure, Bruce 
was right, they had been naked together before, but never this way. Never just the two of them, in such an 
intimate setting. They'd been paired up together in one of the double suites for the first time in years, and not 
only was the bed king rather than a pair of single ones - now this. Bruce seemed to be getting too physical for 
the bassist's likings, but he knew that if he refused, he'd be the one coming off as strange. Therefore, he 
sucked in a deep breath through his nose and slid his briefs down his legs, determindedly avoiding Bruce's 


curious amber eyes. 


"Would you fancy bubbles?" 


Steve looked up with an almost incredulous scowl, forgetting himself for a moment when met by the view of 
Bruce leaning over the marble bathtub to read on the bottles lined up for their taking. Nude as he was, his 
plump ass stuck up in the air while his long silky auburn strands fell forwards over his shoulders, as he 
propped one knee against the edge. Steve swallowed, a strange uneasiness settling at the pit of his stomach. He 
hurriedly averted his eyes and shrugged, his initial reaction of remarking on the other man's childishness left 
unspoken. Instead, he padded over to settle at the edge of the tub, as far away from Bruce as possible; his 
hands neatly folded over his crotch to conceal, at the very least, his privates from view. He peered at the 
younger man from beneath his wavy fringe, watching him read the labels carefully before unscrewing the cork 
to one of the bottles and dumping a good measure of the contents into the rising water. Then, Bruce adjusted 
the faucets and stuck his hand under the tap to feel the temperature of the running water. As soon as he 
was pleased, his dimples hinted and he sat back on his heels on the floor; arms rested against the edge of the 


tub as he watched the mountain of bubbles grow. 
"| added bubbles anyway," the singer chuckled playfully, quirking an eyebrow at the older man in amusement. 
‘I'm not bludi surprised, yer a bludi kid," Steve sighed, but a small smile tugged at the corners of his lips. 


Shutting his eyes for a moment, the bassist breathed in the scent of cinnamon and apples; apparently that was 
the bodywash concoction Bruce had been most tempted to add to their bath water. The steam was beginning 
to heat up the room, a dampness covering the floor and wall tiles, as well as the mirror glass, with its fog. It 
was sort of peaceful, and Steve realized he'd probably never experience a quiet moment with the singer 
before. Either Bruce would be chipperly chattering away, or they'd be getting into heated arguments, snapping 
at one another. It was surprisingly pleasant to have some quality time together that didn't involve raised 


voices, despite how he would have prefered not to be naked while it occurred. 

"Sorry | cocked up earlier." 

Steve opened his eyes, turning towards the smaller man for a bit and tilting his head to the side in confusion 
He wasn't sure what the other man was refering to, and Bruce must have been able to tell because he 
shrugged. 

‘On stage. | missed a couple of notes. | suppose my throat hasn't been at its best lately. I'll try to take care 
better care of it," the singer explained, looking down at the bubbles building up on the watersurface, his 
expression almost forelorn. 

"I ‘ardly noticed, Bruce," Steve admitted, trying to think back but he couldn't really remember. 


"You gave me one of those ‘do it again and I'l rip your bloody head off glances." 


"| ‘ave one o! those?" 


Steve was almost amused, normally he might find his pride wounded by such a remark but not tonight, not 


when it came from Bruce. 
The singer looked up; a cheeky, toothy grin spreading across his face. 


"You bet your arse you do, the other blokes are bloody scared to death of cocking up," the singer laughed, 
glancing back at the bubbles before sweeping some up in his palm and blowing them in the older man's general 


direction. 
"Ye better cut that out, ye bludi five year ol." 


Steve pouted but he wasn't truly bothered, instead he dipped one hand into the warm water and splashed the 
liquid right at Bruce's face. 


The singer was too surprised to duck and barely shut his eyes on time, ending up with half of his face and 
hair covered in tiny bubbles, and Steve couldn't help but laugh softly at his confused expression Then, the 
smaller man's eyes glinted mischievously as he reciprocated; Steve yelping when a splash of water hit his 
lower back and ass. It gave him goosebumps as the water cooled on his skin, a faint blush colouring his cheeks. 
He had no idea why Bruce made him feel that way; uneasy and nervous but calm and playful at the same time. 
He forgot to be bossy, finally able to let loose. Perhaps, it was the fact that the younger man was so relaxed 


and easy-going. Perhaps it was something else. 
| suppose we better get in, eh?" said the singer then, getting up on his feet to turn the faucets off. 


The bassist bit his bottom lip as he watched Bruce stretch, taut muscles on display. His toned abs. His pecks. 
His strong thighs. Everything covered in a nice thick dusting of dark brown hair. Steve tried not to stare, tried 
to avert his eyes. But instead he was nearly entranced when the singer slipped his mid back length strands of 
hair; flanks flexing a bit as he raised one leg to step into the tub. The younger man shuddered with delight, 
looking back at Steve with his junk on full display, his balls unusually big and his dick neatly framed by a nest 
of wiry pubes. When the older man swallowed, his adams' apple bobbed hard. 


"Are you going to get in already? If you keep moping, itll get cold before you get your arse up." 


Steve pursed his lips and sent a faux glare in Bruce's direction, but he did get up; doing his best to conceal his 
intimate parts although he didn't exactly manage so well. What more, he could feel Bruce's gaze on his body, 
making his skin crawl and tingle against his own will. He felt much more at ease once he stepped into the tub, 
slowly lowering himself until the water clucked soothingly against his waist, bubbles sticking to his curly chest 


hair. Only then did he dare look up at the other man across the tub. 


Bruce was mirroring his stance; legs bent and pulled up halfway to allow them both as much room as possible. 
The bathtub might be bigger than the average one, but it still didn't offer much room for two fully grown 


men, Steve asked himself again why he hadn't been more persistent in convincing the other man he wanted to 


bathe on his own But deep down, he knew he wanted to spend time together. However compromising this might 


have looked to anyone else. 

"So, how are you holding up? What with the missus back at home?" asked Bruce suddenly, shifting to lean back 
as much as he could without the tap and faucet poking him in the neck, his arms resting along the sides of 
the tub edges. 

"| s'pose it's goin’ alright, y'know. Most o the times, she won't complain." 


"Most of the times?" Bruce inquired, curiousity colouring his expression, his button nose scrunching up. 


"Yeah. Sumtimes, she gets mental ideas in ‘er bludi ‘ead, but | can't really blame ‘er, y'know? Not like she could 


constantly monitor me, ‘as ta simply trust me. S'pose that's touff” 

"So she doesn't? Trust you?" 

Steve sighed softly and shook his head, stringy damp curls bouncing around his shoulders. 

"No, | s'pose not. Finks I'm cheatin’ on ‘er." 

"And are you?" 

"No," said the bassist, knowing he was being honest and ignoring the way the smaller man flinched. 


"Then there shouldn't be a problem," the singer muttered, looking away for a moment to stare across the 


room, fixing his eyes on something faraway and looking almost vacant. 


"Bruce?" asked Steve after a moment, feeling a tad awkward when intially met with only silence as if the other 


man couldn't hear him. 
Then, Bruce snapped out of it; shifting a bit and his usual grin was back in place - wonky crooked teeth on 
display as his dimples reappeared. He scooted a bit closer to the taller man, leaning forwards with his forearms 


on his knees; chin propped up with one hand. 


"Can | wash your hair?" he murmured, something dark dancing across his features for a second or two before 


vanishing. 
"Come again?" 
"Your hair. Can | wash it?" 


Bruce repeated himself, making sure to speak clearly so there'd be no chance to miss what he was suggesting. 


Steve felt the heat of shyness bleed back into his face; his cheeks burning red hot and his mouth falling open 
just for a moment. He wasn't sure how he was supposed to respond to the offer, his heart skipping a beat for 
some inexplicable reason. Any normal man would turn it down, the gesture far too intimate and tender to 
share with just a male buddy. But then, this was Bruce and Bruce was touchey feely and physical to boot; with 
him there weren't many boundaries worth persisting to keep. In spite of himself, the bassist snapped his 
mouth shut without chastising the younger man, and nodded slowly. 


"Great!" the singer exclaimed, his voice loud and cheerful as he reached for the shower hose. "Turn around 


then, or you want me to spray you in the bloody mug?" 


Steve blushed a bit harder but did as told, shifting as carefully as possible so he wouldn't slip while he turned 
his back towards the smaller man. He took a couple of deep breaths to steady himself, folding his legs indian 
style and covering his crotch once again when his hands dipped into the water. Not that Bruce could see 


anything with all the bubbles, it was more out of habit. 


Yet, the bassist almost jumped up when the spray of warm water hit the back of his head out of nowhere. He 
scowled as he heard the other man laugh softly in amusement, but tipped his head back and shut his eyes; 
biting his bottom lip when Bruce pressed one hand against his forehead to lead the water rivulets away while 
he thoughroughly soaked the older man's long chestnut curls. When he was pleased, he shut the faucets off 
again and put the hose aside. 


"Does Lorraine ever wash your hair?" asked Bruce out of nowhere and Steve's shoulders came up as he 


tensed, hesitating before shaking his head subtly. 


Lorraine could be cuddly, of course, but he'd never thought of allowing her to wash his hair this way, they 
didn't shower together very often either way. Back when they were a fresh item, they had shower sex a 
couple of times but never really showered together just for the sake of it, the intimacy. Steve found himself 
wondering why that was, and why he had never thought of suggesting something like this to his very own wife. 
He'd never asked. And why the idea of Bruce doing it still didn't put him off or come off as half as odd as it 
ought to, he didn't know. 


"No." 
"Why not?" 


"| don't know." the bassist admitted, his voice barely above a whisper as he studied the bubbles floating atop 
the surface; steadily popping to disappear into thin air. 


"You should ask her to. It's nice, eh?" purred the singer, and Steve's eyes perked as he listened to the sound of 
a shampoo cap being popped open, the liquid contents no doubt squeezed into the singer's palm. 


There was a squishy sound as the smaller man rubbed his hands together, and then Steve shuddered 


involuntarily when small but callused fingers slipped into his damp curls. The singer's hands were small for a 


man, but they were broad and undoubtedly masculine. That wasn't to suggest they weren't gentle - on the 
contrary, the pads of the smaller man's fingertips slid smoothly against the older man's sensitive scalp. 
Callused thumbs rubbed the tender skin behind Steve's delicate earlobes in tiny circles as he worked the lather 
in. He then let his hands glide to the base of the bassist's skull; still slowly massaging the scalp area where the 
roots met the nape of Steve's neck The bassist almost moaned at the pleasurable sensation, his eyes hooded 
as he focused on the way Bruce was working along his hairline when the fingers came up to smooth back his 


bangs from his forehead to let them join the rest of the wavy lengths. 
‘Promise you'll tell her, she deserves to see you like this. Deserves to know you fancy it." 


Steve didn't know what to say to that, so he remained quiet. Yet, he felt sort of embarrassed when tingles 
went surging down his spine to go straight for his groin. He couldn't very well ask Bruce to stop now without it 
seeming suspicious, and more than anything, he found he didn't want to. The singer seemed to sense that; 
because his motions became lazier; faint scraping of fine fingernails to the top of the bassist's head making his 
cock twitch just a tad. Then, the younger man's hands began to comb through the lengths in downward swoops; 
the faint tug each time he reached the more frayed course ends making Steve's stomach tighten with arousal. 


But somehow, he forgot to be afraid; so wrapped up in the way the other man was spoiling and pampering him. 


Those hands returned; this time beginning to massage Steve's shoulders and the bassist gasped quietly while 
Bruce's thumbs pressed down on the tightly wound muscles. He groaned when the singer applied some more 
force; wincing, but then he relaxed, shoulders slumping to his sides. He didn't mind the way the water sloshed 
against his back when the smaller man inched closer; feeling Bruce's hairy calves against the sides of his waist 
now. Too close, and had he not been so serene; he might have been alarmed by the sudden nearness. Now, he 
let firm fingertips trace his jugulars; along the pulsepoint on both sides of his neck and up beneath his jaw line. 
There wasn't a lot of shampoo or lather left, but Steve felt his eyes fluttering shut. It was so sensual, exciting 


and soothing all at once. 


The, the singers hands dropped forwards; tracing over the older man's collarbones. Steve's breath hitched in 
his throat; his nipples hard but it wasn't the cold; and he trembled against his own will when one of Bruce's 
thumbs accidentally grazed a hardened nub. Or perhaps it wasn't accidental, because mere seconds later one, 


the motion was repeated with its twin. 
"Bruce. Wot are ye doin..2" 


Steve mumbled, still dazed and not motioning to move away; a surge of blood passing through his crotch when 


the singer's damp breath hit the shell of his ear. 
"Does it matter?" 


Steve wanted to say yes, or he thought he did, but when he opened his mouth, the only sound he could 
muster up was a low, guttural groan. He felt flustered, his breaths ragged when suddenly, he felt the smaller 
man's furry chest press into his shoulder blades from behind. He felt the hard nipples poking his back, felt the 


brush of almost coarse chest hair against his spine where his own mane wasn't in the way. He should be 


terrified, and perhaps somewhere underneath the surface he was. But right now, the allure of the moment had 


taken control. 


Bruce's hand dipped lower, fingers teasingly trailing down the taller man's torso before disappering beneath the 
now mostly latherless water surface. Closer to its final destination, and then determined fingertips brushed 


against the base of Steve's steadily swelling shaft. 


"S-stop.l" the bassist gasped, half in pleasure and half in alarm, attempting to scramble away from the smaller 


man but an arm flung around his waist restrained him. 


"Don't be afraid, please. There's nothing wrong with it." Bruce said, but his voice sounded worried and almost 


disappointed; as if he had known he'd eventually get this reaction 


Steve panted, his heart racing with anxiousness but his cock was throbbing, each tidal wave of blood pulsing 
through it making it harder. He wasn't sure what he was expected to do, or say. He didn't move, once again 
tense and insecure of where to turn With a barely perceptible sigh, Bruce seemed to get the hint and let him 
go, backing away and reaching for the hose again without another word. Steve felt ashamed of himself, 
confused by his own contradictive emotions. On one hand, he was terrified of what his body's reactions to 
Bruce's touches might be implying. But on the other hand, he wanted more of them; wanted Bruce to touch 
him until he forgot to think and forgot to worry. 


Not a word was spoken as Bruce began to rinse the bassist's hair just as thoughroughly and carefully as he 
had lathered it up; careful to avoid touching the other man too intimately. Steve bit his bottom lip, wishing he 
hadn't hesitated and quivering with restrained arousal; his cock still twitching persistently each time the 
singer's fingers trailed through his hair to help wash out the suds. Then, the spray was turned off and the 
bassist listened to the clunking noise as the singer set the showerhose aside once again. The water sploshed, 


and Steve realized Bruce was getting ready to climb out of the tub. 
"| suppose we should g---" 
"Wait," Steve said, interrupting the younger man, 


The tension hung in the air, making it difficult to breathe and the only sound in the room was the water 
dripping off of Bruce who had put one foot on the edge of the tub as well as the almost laboured sound of 
Steve's heavy breathing. 


"Don't - don't stop.." 


Steve's skin prickled with anticipation, when instead of saying anything; the singer slid slowly back into the 
water. He pinched his lips together, shuddering when he sensed more than felt Bruce resposition himself behind 
him. Their bodies so close together and the bassist gasped when he felt fingers sweetly sweep his damp mane 
aside. Bruce's heated breath washed over the nude flesh of Steve's shoulder, the singer's mouth mere inches 


from the area. Steve's balls tightened; and he pressed the heel of his palm against his own shaft; his hips 


stuttering at the contact. 


Then; full lips pressed against the curve of his shoulder; intially spilling gentle pecks but soon the tenderness 
was replaced by quick brief lovebites. Each nip travelled higher, leaving faint reddish bruises in their wake until 
those plump lips found the side of the older man's long neck. Steve tilted his head to the side, a sigh of 
satisfaction fleeing his lips when Bruce sucked gently on his pulsepoint. 


At the same time, Steve felt Bruce's hands on him. One lingered at the side of his waist, running slowly up and 
down the damp tan skin. The other started at his knee above the water surface before dropping lower, inch by 
inch. The fingers dipped into the inner thigh area, grazing the sensitive skin with its fingertips until they 
reached the taller man’s loins. The noise the bassist made in response was a cross between a whine and a 
grunt, strangled as he held back and his hips wriggled, instinctively seeking more contact. Bruce understood, his 
teeth nipping at the taller man's exposed earlobe while his hand finally batted Steve's aside; cupping the entire 
crotch firmly and giving it a tight squeeze. 


Steve's head fell back against the smaller man's shoulder, his nose scrunching up and his legs spreading 
further on their own accord. He trembled when he felt something hard digging into the small of his back, 
realizing immediately what it must be; feeling the fat head of Bruce's stiff cock brush against his tailbone. And 
then, the singer's thumb grazed the head of his own swollen hardon, his mind going numb. It was heaven; Bruce 
pulling back the foreskin and flicking his thumb back and forth across the over sensitized slit at the very tip. 
The older man couldn't control the way his legs quaked each time the younger repeated the action; his muscles 
becoming tauter as he was consistently teased. 


"B-bruce.." 


The taller man's chest heaved and he whimpered when the other's free hand suddenly travelled higher; nails 
closing around one of his peaked nipples to pinch it hard. At the same time, Bruce closed his free fist over the 
head of Steve's twitching cock; giving it a good squeeze and then lazily trailing the ring of fingers down to the 
base of the older man's straining shaft. 


"Look." Bruce murmured into the older man's ear, dipping his tongue into the shell and making Steve whimper in 


the process as he gave him a slow pump from base to head and then back down again. 


Steve obeyed, fighting to force his eyelids open. What met him was the reflection of them both staring back 
at him from the polished, moist covered wall tiles. His own face was flustered, hair damp and clinging to his 

face and neck; and the bassist felt almost embarrassed by the visual. Yet, his eyes fell on Bruce's face again; 
the smaller man's chin propped on his shoulder now and the ravenous desire in his big amber eyes conveyed 
flawlessly in the mirrored image of them. Bruce looked almost possessive; arms larked around the taller man, 


one disappearing beneath the surface between Steve's spread legs. 


Then; Bruce gave another tighter pump; his grip firmer this time and the older man's eyes rolled back into his 
head, his hips bucking up against the fist milking him in a torturously slow pace. 


"You're fucking delicious." 


Steve grunted as the only response; the lustful tone in the singer's voice making his balls pull up; his cock 
pulsing and the water beginning to slosh against the edges of the tub as Bruce built a rougher pace - little by 
little. Steve felt his head begin to swim, short of breath and he quivered when he heard the man behind him 
begin to spill soft mewls; feeling him shift closer until the younger man's engorged cock rubbed against his ass 
crack. Bruce's thrusts were languid, a slow rutting; he was obviously not as into his own pleasure as he was 
Steve's. Speaking of which, the singer buried his face at the hollow of the bassist's neck, pumping steadily now, 
twisting his wrist to brush the tip of the head on every upstroke. 


The bassist's back arched in response; his ass raising up off the bottom of the tub the closer he got to the 
edge. He felt the first, firey wires of orgasm shoot through his lower body; settling in his groin and loins and 
constantly building intensity. He forgot to be afraid, forgot to hesitate, forgot to hold back. Instead, he simply 
wriggled against the younger man, and when Bruce tugged at his nipple again, his toes curled. With a hoarse 
shout, Steve came hard enough to see stars; his hefty load mingling with the already muddy water. Bruce 
delivered one more powerful thrust and whined; shuddering fullbody when he followed suit. 


Nothing was said, Steve trembling as the aftershocks passed through his body; feeling Bruce's somewhat 
unsteady arms lark around his waist. The nose nudged the side of his face before Steve felt Bruce hide his 
face against the side of his neck. Their heavy breaths echoed throughout the bathroom; the water now barely 
lukewarm and Steve felt somewhat bad that Bruce hadn't had the opportunity to wash his hair yet. Still, he 
didn't know if he should act as if this was normal and casually point it out; swallowing and waiting to see if the 
other man would ease the tension with his usual quirky sense of humour. The bassist found he desperately 


needed the younger man to break the silence. 

"Did you fancy it..?" 

Steve almost winced when Bruce finally did break the silence; not expecting that and he slowly straightened up 
a bit; avoiding the mirror image of them as he opened his eyes. He blushed, chewing on his bottom lip for a 
brief moment of afterthought. 

"Yeah." he nodded, ducking his head shyly. 

"So did |." 

Bruce's chuckle was weak - aloof almost, so unlike his ordinary cheerful boisterous laughter. Steve instinctively 
put his hand on top of the singer's smaller one. He felt his heart rate quicken when Bruce's palm was pressed 
down closely over his chest; right above his own hammering heart. 


"Ye didn't wash yer ‘air... Steve blurted out, mentally slapping himself at his own stupidity. 


"You can wash it for me tomorrow," the singer purred, and this time his voice sounded more secure; a chaste 
kiss pressed to the side of the older man's face. "If you like..2" 


"I'd quite fancy that." 


Steve decided tomorrow might be a better time for afterthought, just for once in his life deciding maybe it 


was time to roll with it. 


